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The Angel and The Devil 


Fuck, he's hot. The kind of hot that makes you want to tear his clothes off and take him there and then. But 
there's a slight problem. 


He's straight. 


Yeah, and so was Dave until he met me. You know what I'm getting at, right? It's not like I'm bored of Dave, 
far from it. But it gets a bit tedious when all | have to do is blow him a kiss and he's on his hands and knees, 
begging me to lose the clothes. 


| need a challenge. Need something to really get my teeth into. So it's hello Chris, goodbye clothes. 

Ever since | stepped back into the band, I've had my eye on him. You can't miss him, can you? Poured into 
those clothes and with all that dark hair. Heck, itll be a nice change from pulling on Dave's hair. And it'll be nice 
to get myself a piece of ass instead of always having to spread out for the General. Not that | don't like him 


mounting me, but a man has needs. 


And | know, whats Dave going to say about you cheating on him? Trust me, | have his blessing all right. The 


blessing to break in his guitarist. Just as long as | report back and give him a blow by blow account. Quite 


literally. 


Time to get my game face on. 


woun 


Touring can be awfully boring when you're stuck with just your bandmates and crew 24.1/ The faces are 
forever the same and the routine monotonous. People think it's a vacation and, at time, it can be. But the 


lustre soon wears off and, before you know it, you're bored out of your skull 


Is one such night when | finally decide to approach Chris. | can tell that something's wrong and | want to see 
if | can help. | hate seeing people in any kind of distress and | see it as part of my job to make them better. 


So, armed with a couple of mugs of take out coffee | take the walk to his room. There feels like there's a rock 
in my stomach and my nerves are tying themselves into knots. Knocking on the door of room 35], | patiently 
wait. Not everyone wants to be disturbed but | was willing to take the risk. Finally, the door opens and Chris 
leans against the door frame, hair damp and eyes tired. A tiny smile plays on his lips and | feel my heart jump. 
Feeling a smile play on my lips, | hold up the paper cups. "Coffee?" 

He sighs and slumps before looking around himself. "Man, I'd love to but I'm -" 

"Tired?" | interject. 

His eyes sweep back to me and he nods. "Wiped out but..” 

He steps away from the door, holding it open for me and, smiling to myself, | step in. You know, | should be 
feeling awful for what l'm planning, especially on someone who just wants a good night's sleep. But, oddly, | don't. 
There's not a shred of guilt and even my normally chattering conscience has decided to quieten down. Strange 
and liberating, a sign, perhaps, that this is going to work. 

| wait for him to close the door before | offer coffee and curl myself into one of the room's chairs. Perching 
on the edge of the bed, Chris eyes me almost warily. Does he know? No, he can't. There's no way he knows, 
unless he's some kind of mind reader. If he is, | hope to God, Dave never finds out because the best guitarist 
he's had in years will be out on his ear with a brand on his ass that reads witch 


For a moment, he stares at the coffee before looking back to me. "So." 


Sipping my own, | hiss as it burns the tip of my tongue before forcing a smile. "| was just wondering if you're 


okay. You look.. tired" 


My best concerned face comes into play and l'm worried he can see through it. But Chris just shrugs and 


shakes out his hair. Damn, | just want to slide my hand along that strong jaw and kiss away whatever's 
bothering him. 


Taking the lid off the coffee, | blow over it, trying to cool it a little. All the while | wait for him to say 
something. When he doesn't | decide to press a little, "You can talk to me. I'm not Dave. I'm not going to rip you 


a new one." 


He chuckles and sips at his own coffee. He's buying time, | can feel it, like he doesn't want me here. But I'm not 
leaving, not until | get what | want. Determination: | have it! 


"Just tired, that's all. But thanks for the concern" He smiles and butterflies flutter in my stomach. What will it 
be like to be on top of him? Heck, what would it be like to be under him? Images run through my mind, images 
of strong thighs and a thick dick pumping into me. Colour rises to my cheeks and | quickly look away. 


"Are you." | hear his voice trail off. 
| nod and take a quick mouthful of my drink. "I'm fine. Just a little warm, that's all." 


Come on, David, you can do this. Just remember how you coaxed Dave into bed. Yeah, but you were off your 
face on weed and beer. And when you came to years later you were in a committed relationship. This is light 


years away from booze, drugs and a one night stand that's lasted thirty years. 
Okay, so its more than a one night stand and | apologise for calling Dave that. It's far, far more than that. 


Stilling some courage into myself, | stand and place the cup to one side. It's now or never and, at the very 
least, | need to try. Seating myself on the bed, | stare into dark, suddenly curious, eyes. Plucking the cup from 
his fingers, | set it on the floor. Frowning, Chris stares at me, a strange smile on his lips. My heart patters at 


a million miles an hour and my mouth feels like sandpaper. 


Dave, what did | do with Dave? How the Hell did | wind up in bed with him? Didn't you tell him you wanted him 
to fuck you? Yeah, real classy, Ellefson, real classy. Try that now that you're knocking the wrong side of 
twenty five. 


Slowly | slide my fingers along Chris' jaw and he watches, mesmorised, as | draw him closer. There's a magic in 
the air, a spell that's weaving its way around us. Sliding closer, | move to hold his head and finally do what I've 
dreamed of. 


"Whoa!" Skidding off the bed, Chris plants himself against the wall, eyes wide and skin suddenly deathly pale. 
"David, what the fuck are you doing?" 


| snicker. | don't know where it comes from. Stepping from the bed, | stalk him across the room, following as he 
hops from wall to window to wall. Putting myself between the door and him, | flick the lock. We're going 
nowhere, not until | get what | want. 


Pushing him into a corner, | reach out and stroke his throat, feeling the pulse that flickers beneath it. Life, 


beautiful, feeling, emotional life. 


"What the fuck am | doing?" My voice is low, husky and sounds strangely like Dave when one of his horny 
moods hits. "You. If you let me.” 


Chris' eyes widen further and | can see the pulse fluttering beneath his skin Fear vibrates through the air 
but, rather than backing off, | find myself feeding off it, wanting to delve deeper and see how far | can go. 


"Man, | don't swing that way." 


"I know you don't." My hand doesn't stop its gentle movements yet he doesn't try to escape. "But you've 
thought about it. Every man thinks about being with another man" 


He laughs and it catches me off guard. "Do they? Do all men think about being fucked up the ass? You might 


but I've got news for you, David" 


My fingers tighten a little, catching the throbbing jugular vein Chris is a man's man, yet hasn't tried to slug 
me. There has to be something keeping him here other than stone cold fear. And | want to find out what. 


"If that's the case, then why are you still here? Why haven't you run for the door?" Damn, | feel like a 
predator. No doubt Dave feels like this when he's stalking me backstage and through the corridors of hotels. 


His eyes flick over my shoulder and to the door and | step forward, closing the gap between us. 
"Do you wanna go?" | ask. 


Taking a deep breath, his eyes snap back to mine. His chest is rising and falling, breath coming in tiny pants. I'm 
sure that if | looked down I'd see a bulge in his pants. Taking the hand from his throat, | slide it over his 
collarbone and down his chest before cupping my fingers around his crotch. Yep, there's definite arousal there 


and | feel my lips twist into a sneer. 
"Come on," | tease, "itll be fun. Besides, how do you know you won't like it if you don't try it?" 


Like a dog out of a trap, he pushes me to one side and makes a break for the door. Oh yeah, he's just made 
this a lot more fun. Leaping onto the bed, | spring after him, catching his wrist and swinging him around. Eyes 
wild, Chris glares at me, a rabbit caught in headlights. Placing a hand flat against his chest, | push him, my 
cock tightening as he sprawls across the bed Dark hair spread across the crisp white sheets, he glares me, a 


Hell-spawn monster waiting for me to attack. 


He doesn't get the chance to move as | pounce, pinning him down. Lust touches me, pumping through my veins 


and kicking me with adrenaline. | want to fuck him, want to watch him bleed, want to hear him screaming my 


name. Chris stares up at me, menace lurking in his eyes. He flexes his arms beneath my fingers, fight rippling 


through his muscles. He's not going to make this easy for me but that's half the fun 
Sliding his hands above his head, | lower myself until our noses are touching. 
"David." his voice is as dark as his eyes, filled with warning. 


| do nothing other than grin and press myself closer, rubbing my erection along his thigh. He flinches and bucks 
his hips. My hands tighten around his wrists and he begins to struggle. Fear, anger and something else flash 
through his eyes. It's the something else I'm interested in, that tiny underlying flake of emotion which keeps 


surfacing. 


It's time to stop playing and | gently slide my lips over his. For a moment, he stills and | hang there, my lips 
barely touching Chris‘. They're far softer than | imagined and there's the faint taste of mint toothpaste. Sexy. 


He cleaned up for me. 


He hisses against my lips, my name barely there. But I'm not going to move. I'm going to stay lying over him, 
lips together. He's stopped struggling and his arms have gone limp beneath my hands, almost as if he's giving 
in. Again my heart begins to patter and | feel something gentler, a warmth, begin to pass over me. Through 
my veins it flows, tickling every corner of my body. My cock throbs and, with a gentle groan, | finally kiss him. 
Slow and gentle, | just hover over him, taking in the wonderful sight beneath me. 


Much to my surprise, Chris reacts and my heart sours. Releasing his hands, | slide my fingers into his hair, 
running the dark, silken strands between them. His lips move against mine, his tongue gently pushing against 
them. And who | am to deny him? Cradling his head, | pull him close, giving myself over to rapidly heating 
kisses. Tongues move together, each fighting for dominance and he raises his hips, rubbing his hard cock 
against mine. My skin tingles and | sigh happily as fingers begin to roam, tickling beneath clothes. | want to strip 
off and take him there and then. But | want to savour the moment and drink in the heady, drunken feelings 
which fog my mind. Is he playing along? Or does he actually feel something? | suppose I'll never know. What | do 
know is he's a damn good kisser and his hands are finding all the right spots. Calloused fingers count my 
vertebra before sliding to cup my ass. Perhaps he's fantasised about me as | have him. Chris' hands finally 
slide through my hair, holding me, crushing my lips to his in a hot, sloppy kiss. Our hair tangles together, light 
against dark, dark against light, the angel and the devil. 


Who's who? I'll let you decide. 


